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KARL GRIER

Nora Faces the Inevitable
By LOUIS TRACY

Author of "Souls on Fire,” “"The Wings of the

XXII.

QUITTED Charing Cross in a state

l of nervous exaltation to which
my seasoned heart hid long been
a stranger.

But Fate, the master playwright,
had ordained that influences 1 had
not foreseen should fill the stage for
many an hour ere [ reached the
Castello Rondo in far-off Italy. In
fact, none of us had taken into
account Karl's mother, |

Mrs. Grier was not enamoured of
high society as it is understood in Lon-
don. She was a German, and she had
never lost her Teuton's tastes.  First
and necessarily a gocd housckeeper,
she gave her spare time to reading.
She hardly ever glanced at a news-
paper, nor did she dawdle through
more than one novel a year.  She kept
her household  accounts, contrived
economizes in an annual expenditure
of many thousands, looked after the
practical management of certain es-
tates, and for the rest saw as httle as
possible of fashionable folk, but
wsoluted herself with some portentous
professorial treatise on the more seri-
ous matters of life or sought relaxa-
tion in the pages of her beloved
Schiller.

Tnis was excellent while Grier semior
was accumulating niches and Karl
followed the beaten track leading to
a sutable marnage and a peerage
But she had lost none of her maternal
love for her wonderful son, and her
shrewd eves soon divined the anxiety
of her hushand, the silent endurance of
Karl At first mar questions en-
countered a certain gent's evasivenes:
She persisted, and the clder Gner
admiatted that all was not well between
Karl and Nora.

Then the mother entered the arena,
amd vou mecd never ask in whose
Iwhall she drew the sword.  *If Karl
dowss not want to marry Nora Cazenove,
why are von trying to force him
into a distasteful match?” _hs de-
manded of her distressad partner.

“1 am ding nothing of the king, *
was the mmstant answer.

**Then who is doing 12"

“No one.  He scemed to be happy
in his engagement.  All went well
until this inf—this dreadtul sixth sense of his
s1zed upon him, threatening to wnng the very soul
out of hin.”

*1 believe he has alwayvs hankered after Magge
Hutchinson,™

“How can that be? We have not oowrced his
judgment.  He has not made the shghtest
effort to meet her for vears 1 am not prone to
superstition, but there are times when [ imagine
that the watch Constantine gave him 15 an evil
thing. a constant renunder of the man's unhappy
death ™

To what a depth of misery must my old friend

have been reduced before he would seek such an
noble explanation of his sorrows!
[Unbernjen’” crnied Mrs, Grier, for
she was born in the Black Forest, and the saentitic
essav was not vet wntten which would rescue her
whollv from behefl in orvptic omens of mahgn
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O the mormng of my departure for Como, Karl
did nowe appear at breeakfast His mother went to
him.  She tound him in s dressing-room, smoking
m secnuang content

“Now, Karl,” she saad, sittang om an arm of has
easv-charr and placing a loving hund on his shoulder,
“tell mwe all about it 7

He was far too wise to pretend @
“There 1s not much totell, mother,” he saud placidiv
1 tind that 1 cannot marry Nora, and in view ot
the wuld -;-r--.;-l mterest taken e our engagement,
that 1c a sad thing, 1= 1t not * ™

What s stopjpang yvou from marrving her?”™
askhed

some mtangible influence which v wornen
I Jove. It s an atfiniiy whose propertes are

wi by all creatum, trom umeellular pros

wn, 1o the highest anthrogsads Even asr and

“Umberufon!

v rmrsunderstand.

she

L

s U,

Morning.”” "“"The Great Mogul,” Eic.
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“For Pity's Salle, Talle Me Home!

Narl Is Dead™

water are composed of sympathetic gases; so—"

*Karl, be serious."”

“Mother, 1 am senous. Paris was drawn to
Helen by a living force which leaped the strongest
walls of reason and morality, and the same impetu-
ous movement unites two atoms of hydrogen to one
atom of oxygen in order to form water. Now wait

a moment! Introduce a Menclaus or an atom of
nitrogen, and you have an explosion.”

**Y ou are fencing with me, lebchen.”

“lodeed, 1 am not.”

*Then of Margaret Hutchinson is vour Helen, and
there 1s no Menelaus, vou must tell Nora Cazenove
that 1t would not be faur to her to take her as vour
wife when vou love another.” )

* Do vou think that is the best thing to do?”

1 am sa sure of it that of vou dishike the task 1
will go to her myselt,”™

Kaurl saw that his mother meant what she sauld
Heavv-hearted by the necessity of 11 he set himiself
dehberately 1o deverve her. “There 1s no harm an
aarang a few davs.” he sand.

“There 15 every harm,
tesade himseli with care.
o dhisturbed ™

Karl Int his pepe tirmly between his tecth,  Ths
father had kept the secret then' His mother did
not know ali’

“I have a reason for saving that.”” he continued
after a shght pause However tathiully [ man
have worshuped Magge from afar, there 1s no know-
ing how she regards me ™

“ But vou Jdo know 7

“Not i the aveey tedd meanmg of the term ]
may i l-lﬂlll!‘d by miy own conoent To setthe mat-
ters, an old fnend has gone 1o Como 1o see how
my inamorata regards me

“An old friend. vou

Your father is qumte
I huve never seen lam

THE STRANGE STORY OF A
MAN WITH A SIXTH SENSE

so greatly interested in my son?”

He knew that his mother's heart
rebelled agammst the suggestion of a
stranger taking part in atfairs so vital
to himself of which she had been
kept in ignorance.

With a well-assumed carclessness,
he told her how Hooper and 1 were
planning to expedite his wooing, and
he so insisted on the humor of our
dark conspiracy, when he was fully
aware of each act and word. that he
won a smile to her kindly face. Yet
her alarmed perplexity did not abate.
There was a subtle change in Karl
which in no way escaped her. He
was thinner, altogether unstrung and
devitalized. She was conscious, too,
of a physical tension in his attitude
which was strangely at variance with
the wonted suppleness of an athletic
voungster of his fine proportions.

“When does this embassy return?”™
she asked musingly.

“1 cannot say. You forget that I
have not been consulted,” he grume
bled with a well-feigned laugh.

“And Mr. Hooper remains in Lon-
don?"

* That is a part of the plot.”

“Very well. Be ready to take me
to the hotel in half an hour. Thereisa
tlower-show at Richmond which | wish
to visit. Weshall call for Mr. Hooper,
drive to Richmond, pass sometime
at the show, and return here for tea.”

In a word, Karl was to be tied to
s mother’s apron-strings for awhile.
And Hooper was to be drawn judi-
ciously. It was a simple expedient;
Mrs. Grier had failed utterly to recog-
nize the real nature of the problem
which faced her. and not her alone,
but all of us. Her son’s sixth sense
had always remained a thing apart
and wholly incomprehensible. She
had heard little of it during recent
years. The pranks he used to play
occasionally served only to amuse her.
Thus, he could summon any servant
in the house by causing that particu-
Lir domestic to fancy he or she heard
a bell or a voice. He was exceedingly
reliable as a weather-prophet, cs-
pecially when the conditions were set-
thed for either rain or sunshine. Unce,
when a guest, a malade imagimarre, was bothering
Mrs. Grier and her cook by the multiphicity of dishes
he could not eat and the few he could eat but which
disagreed with him, harl made him tackle an out-
rageous meal of many courses with a hearty gusto.
The poor man's famished digestion stood the ordeal
well, and he slept for twelve hours thereafter,
to the great jov of the household and his own
confusion.

Mrs. Grier kept the two voung men busy all the
dav, and insisted on Hooper remaiming to dinner
that evening She learned not a word which
cleared the puzzle. Hooper and Karl were chiefly
reminmiscent in their talk.  The shrewd Amencan
quickly took the cue of his fmend’s attitude.
Neither by Jlook nor speech did he betray the trust
reposed in him.  Mrs. Grier twice swung the conver-
sation round to the occupants of the Castello Rondo.
She did this neatly and without undue insistence,
and just as cleverly did Hooper express ns deare
to meet such an exceptionally gifted girl as Mugne
Hutchimson was, by all accounts

Dear lady!  She remuned awake that mght unul
assured that Karl was safe and sound i las room
She was bewildered, but far from alurmed.  Yet she
knelt and praved kbang and carnestly for the welture
of her Joved ones, husband and son, and her Lot
words, uttered with trembling hps ere
she closed her tear-liden eves, sere

“harl, moers Lobclen, Gote befoden!”

Luttle did she dream that she owed her restiul
sleep to the intluence which Rarl exerted in her
behalf, nor has she ever known the terrible stramn
she mmposed by her well-meant efforts to peerce the
mvstery which surrounded him. That was mera
fullv kept from her.  Had she ever reahized that the
g drownout program she devised i order 1o
distract hie mand was really the quickest means to
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